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jar symbolic of the Eternal Empire, which no man but he
might touch. He was back there now, holding it in his hands.
He had not failed. One fall, and he would have smashed
that fragile jar. But he had not fallen, and the jar was safe.
These traitorous fools might kill him, but the need was in
the blood of the people who had loved him. Ah, if he but
knew the man in whose hands he might place that pledge
of Rome's fate, the jar of sealed earth. But someone would
take it.

The fight could not last long. Sobbing, howling, the
men closed in, hacking at his bleeding body. The toga was
torn off and trampled into a mess of blood and dust, and
he was left in a light tunic. He fought his way towards the
statue of Pompeius, his trained instinct seeking for an object
against which he could place his back. As he struggled,
another dagger found his throat. Gassius struck him in the
shoulder. Brutus aimed at his heart and hit him in the
thigh. He was falling. Caesar was dead,

As he fell, he saw the jar of earth falling out of his hands,
and he saw the hands of another man stretch out of the
darkness and catch the jar, and it did not matter that he
did not know whose hands he had seen. He knew only that
Rome would stand and his work would go on, and that was
all he wished to know; and the passionate bitterness, the
anguish of regret and horror, faded into a great peace and
blessedness.